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unhappy than usual, but that I was tormented by a sense of remorse.
I tried to remember the expression on Brigitte Plan's face when I had
complained that Jean and Michele were hiding from me. I knew her
too well to feel comforted because she had shown no overt sign. I
was not without experience of her self-control, and was aware that
she never yielded to sudden impulses. She buried her grievances and
dug them up weeks later when no one remembered what had
caused them. I was often scolded for something I had done in such
and such circumstances a year earlier, and about which she had
never spoken until then.

Certain slight changes in my stepmother increased my anxiety,
and I warned my sister. I pointed out to her that Madame Brigitte
kept less often to her room than was usual, despite the heat; that one
was liable to come across her at all hours of the day on the stairs or
even in the ParL She would enter the drawing-room unheralded
by any creak of footsteps. Michele did her best to reassure me by
pointing out that our stepmother no longer had Monsieur Puy-
baraud to get her teeth into. But the very first day that Jean came
over to Larjuzon again, I knew, from certain signs, that he had
entered the world of Brigitte's preoccupations. One morning she
expressed surprise that Michele should walk about on the roads
during the hours of siesta, when even the farm animals stayed in
their lean-to*s.

Such remarks were the sharp flashes of lightning which announced
the coining storm. But I, at least, had the consolation of being able
to tell myself that my fears had been groundless, that so far as the
present unease was concerned, I was without guilt.

I have not yet had occasion to speak of the Vignottes. He was the
Estate Agent at Larjuzon, where he had been installed with his wife
for only a short while. They had been imported by my step-
mother, and it was about them, I feel pretty sure, that my father and
she had had their first serious disagreement. Very shortly after her
marriage Brigitte had fallen foul of old Saintis, who had been bom on
the place, and with whose outspokenness, inebriety and dishonesty
my father put up uncomplainingly. People wko settle in the
country after having spent all dieir lives in cities soon find themselves